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Only Shallow 


Author's Notes: 
There's very few CC fics and none with Alex/Chris. | wrote this since | like them both and also the idea of 


them together. | hope you like this first chapter. 


People think of feelings as weak. They are what makes art worth the effort. Without it, music and paintings 
would be noise and stains on a surface. | even imagine metalheads must feel somewhat shocked by extreme 
violence in order to enjoy it. | like to make things that make others feel. Of course l'm also referring to sex. | 
don't like the view of it as something that someone does to another, but rather something that people do 


together, making each other feel. Ideally with the same intensity for both. 


Once, after a certain show for The Bleeding, a girl came to me. She had dark hair that seemed blue under the 
lights and blended with the background outside in the night. She was smiling throughout us going to the bus. 
When | pulled her closer for a kiss, she looked at me with a worried frown before closing her eyes. My hand 
on her lower back made the frown fade. | kissed her. Her lips tensed as if trying not to smile, or wanting to 


speak. | paused, letting go of her lips to listen. She was able to say: 


"| love your music so much, and-" but then | kept kissing without letting her finish. 


It wasn't that | disliked her talking, but usually everything after `I love your music’ was about me being godlike 
or the most handsome man in the world. The flattery always felt a bit much. Nobody is that special or great. 
During these encounters | also hoped all those girls at least thought | was kinda hot and weren't just letting me 
fuck because | was in a band they liked. Although | was usually convinced Some members got more girls than 
others. Chris was usually the loneliest one, interesting for being the frontman, and | seemed to be the one with 


the most success. Paul would disagree. 


To make her more at ease with me, | stroked her back more. Maybe | was being somewhat condescending in 
my intentions, trying to comfort her so she wouldn't be so worried about sex with someone she seemed to 
admire so much. | wouldn't be able to make her orgasm if she was going to be self-conscious the whole time. 
My hand got under her shirt for a moment to touch her tits too, and | smiled at her while doing this. Her 


reaction was to press her face on my chest, also pressing her tits against me. 


This girl was affectionate. She had her arms around my neck. It was the moment | had my hand pulling down 
the tights under her skirt that she knew | was serious. Her smile was there the whole time as my hand got to 
take her ass. Her smile was still there, and she even lightly rubbed her crotch against mine. Subtle enough to 
seem maybe accidental, but bold enough to let me know she liked it, without saying a word. | told her to turn 
around, and she did. Then my fingers wanted to tickle the sides of her panties while pulling them down. Like | 
wanted, she made a short sound between a moan and a laugh, more like a short gasp. Then it was just a louder 
moan. | was already touching her pussy lips, one finger over each, pulling them together and apart again. Now | 
had three fingers touching her between the legs, the middle one between the lips and under her clit. | just 
brushed my middle finger against it and she moaned again. | tapped it a few times, not to go too hard from 
the beginning. Her hand grabbed the boner that had been poking her ass. It took me some seconds to realize 
she was trying to grab my fly and open it. | did it before she could. This meant letting go of her pussy, but | 
started to immediately get my cock in it when | released it. 


"Um, uh-" she went. 
"What?" | was whispering while getting it out and just touching her ass with it. 
But that was just before | said "Oh, yeah, of course." 


Although | wasn't especially organized, it didn't take long to remember where | had condoms. | guess she heard 
me as | put it on, and turned around to smile. 


"Thanks." 


| replied by getting some hair away from her face and combing through that hair with my fingers for a 
couple seconds. Barely going in at first, her soft moans made me go deeper. She got an arm on the wall to 
support herself as | basically pushed her against it with each slow thrust, and started touching her own clit. | 
felt it as a challenge, and got my fingers on it under hers. My middle finger and thumb rubbed on the sides of 


her clit, as soft as | could make it, then my index barely gave a caress to the top of it. She was almost 
screaming at this point. It was so wet that | imagined | could have heard that clicking sound of female 
masturbation had she tried her hardest to be quiet. | knew I'd cum soon, but at that point all it took to make 
her orgasm was to fuck her faster and be harsher on that clit. My fingers made hard circles on it. It almost 
sounded like she was trying to say something - maybe my name? - but wasn't able to mouth the words and 
instead it was a moan. 


"Can you touch yourself?" | asked so that | could concentrate on fucking faster. 


Her reply was to do just that. l'm sure she knew her body better than | could. | hadn't realized | was just 
heavily breathing until | started fucking her as fast as | could. | grabbed her tits, but the last thrusts | made 
were while taking her by the waist, which she must have also liked as she came even before me. At least it 
seemed that way from how she moaned even louder for some seconds. As she got her hands away from her 
pussy, | also moaned in a quiet voice. While | was getting the last drops of cum out, she got herself off my 
cock. | couldn't avoid staring at her as she pulled her panties and tights up. After, she sat on the floor holding 
her knees. She rested her head on the wall and spoke to me: 


‘lm sleepy." 
"You can sleep there." | told her, pointing at the back of the bus where we had some small basic bunk beds. 


Mine was one of the top ones, so | told her to lie on the one right below. That was Chris’. Although we had 
never agreed to let girls sleep on each other's beds, | imagined she'd come with no car and didn't want her to 
walk on the streets alone at night. I'm sure they'd get it. Her body curled in a rather fetal position over the 
bed. Since | imagined that the others had all gone out to eat somewhere already, | went out to get something 
myself. | knew she was going to be safe, so | didn't rush. It must have been half an hour until | came back. 
Almost proud of the fact I'd also bought her some snacks, | walked back to the bus with a somewhat faster 
pace. Outside the bus, like guarding it, was Jack. As | got closer, Chris came out of it and started walking 


towards me. His frown got more pronounced the clearer | could see him. He stopped right in front of me. 


"There's a woman sleeping on my bed." he said, and crossed his arms like he was telling me about a problem it 


was my responsibility to solve. 

"You don't get to say that much though, do you?" Jack said. 

"Did she do something to you?" | asked Chris. His expression went neutral and maybe closer to a grin Of 
course | didn't even entertain the idea that she'd attacked Chris, but it was meant to be sarcastic. With that, | 
had a better idea of what to expect from him. 


"Like | said," he told me, uncrossing his arms "she's sleeping." 


"So you did something to her?" | guess Jack just had to say. 


"For fuck's sake." Chris turned around to tell him. 
It's called a joke, alright?" he said. 


Not even responding, Chris just turned to look at me again His eyes were half-closed instead of fully open to 
stare intently, but he wasn't smiling. "Listen, just- don't have her there." 


"| don't want to wake her up and tell her to leave or sleep somewhere else." | told him. My guess is that he 


pictured that scenario and that's why he kept silent for a couple seconds before speaking again. 


"So where am | going to sleep?" he asked, with his usual monotone, me barely being able to tell it was a 


question. 


‘lm sure she'll wake up soon and | can tell her to sleep on my bed instead" | said to him. The beds were so 
small that it wasn't possible for me to sleep on that bed if she was there, and | wasn't even sure if she'd 


agree to sleep beside me. | could always find somewhere else, though. 
"Alright, cool" he just replied 


This made me also be glad | had said that, because this was only one of the many arguments one of us would 
often have with Chris. And the feeling of ending it was satisfying. This particular one though gave me a clear 
view to a side of him that maybe was mostly hidden. It seemed to me from that discussion that the constant 
signs of the others getting laid bothered him somewhat. | couldn't blame him, | would probably feel the same 
way if my bandmates got more girls and | got teased for that same thing. And hey, at least he wasn't 
outright rude about it. But Chris was an attractive guy, so the fact that he never got laid was telling. After 
all, his stage presence was mostly just saying song names before they started Come to think of it, he was 
introverted and, dare | say, even shy for a frontman. | started gathering that maybe he seemed 


unapproachable to girls, and | felt | could help him have them more willing to come to him. 


Loomer 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you like this one! Next chapter will be from Chris‘ perspective. 


Chris started the day by eating a peach. It was the one he saw me wash the night prior. | stared at hin, | 


guess to make him realize | noticed what he was doing, without having to actually confront him. 
"What ya looking at?" he asked, still chewing. 


Acting like | had stared for no particular reason, | turned to look through the window. | don't know if he was 
convinced | really looked at the urban landscape or he knew | was trying to use my peripheral vision. When | 
looked at him again, he was the one staring. He wasn't quite as scary as he believed he could make himself 
seem, but it's true that his natural appearance was on the side of sharper features. He had a thin face, deep- 
set eyes, pointed chin, and that red mark on his forehead that always intrigued me. Even his natural voice was 
rather deep, and his quiet monotone only accentuated it. | figured that he was doing that whole thing on 
purpose, to exploit his natural appeal. It worked as part of his image in the band, so | never commented on it 
even if | also felt the other members probably saw the same in him. | have to say, something that | liked 


about him as a frontman was being somehow evil-looking. 

The pretty, dark-haired girl gave me a kiss to say goodbye and thanked me for having her. Everytime she had 
been somewhat close to Chris, he just stared at her. At this point | was still not sure if he did it on purpose 
to her, because it almost seemed to be that way. He didn't look away when she noticed, just kept looking at her 
face and body with the same blank expression 

"What's wrong with Chris?" she asked at some point, away from his gaze. 

‘We all ask ourselves that: | wanted to reply, but instead said "He's just shy." 

That night we all slept on the bunk beds again. | must've been asleep for an hour or so before | woke up. Chris’ 
breathing was stronger than that of someone sleeping. | didn't think it was a nightmare, because it ended with 
a deep sigh and then a softer breathing resumed. He moved around on the bed for a second and that was 
followed by silence. Then | heard the sound of taking tissues out of its box. He'd jacked off. 

| audibly went "Huh" 

"What" he replied immediately, not really with the tone of a question 


| rolled to the side of the bed thinking he would hear me more clearly. 


"Right now? I'd rather you do that onstage in front of everyone 
He actually laughed. | could picture his side grin when he stopped 
"You didnt have to hear it" 

"Exactly" | said to him. 


"Well, I'm sorry man" since | was unable to tell his expression, | didn't know how serious he was being "You 
won't hear that again" 


Before the show that night, we had a moment to just sit down. Paul eventually fell asleep on the long leather 
couch. Apparently | was a successful killoy, since | convinced them to stay sober until after the show ended. | 
had imagined Chris would still smoke weed, but at least none of them had drunk at all. We got along fine, 
though we weren't all best friends. We might have not sat down to rub each other's backs or anything, but we 
used to talk about new album releases in death metal and stuff like that. As long as we didn't discuss our own 
music too much it was all mellow. 

Sex wasn't a topic we brought up on purpose, so | had no idea how to even talk to Chris about it. Sexual 
thoughts were clearly something he was familiar with, but he didn't use to talk to us about them. We also 
didn't ask. | guess it was treading that narrow line between friendly banter and flirtation. It seemed we were 
only supposed to ask women about sex and their sexual experiences. 

"Do girls make you uncomfortable or something?" 

His expression looked as if he hadn't heard me, but he still replied 

"What gives you that idea?" he asked "The love songs I've written?" 

"What? No" | told him. | was about to explain myself, but he was ready for his own defense. 

"| had a pretty solid relationship for some years, you know that?" 

"But you still seem nervous with them." | said. 


He used his quiet, low-pitched voice again to say "And l'm supposed to believe you're a natural with women?" 


"Well, clearly | must be doing something different." | said. That was a mistake, though. | didn't want him to feel | 


was smearing on his face that | got lucky more often 
His eyebrows rose. "Ah yes, you get so much pussy because you have talent with the ladies." 


Exactly the response | didn't want. With a fake-female voice he mocked me: 


"Oh Alex, the way you play that bass is sooo manly.’ 
By this point | could feel my face getting hot. It was sure red too, from the way Chris grinned looking at me. 


"Listen, its just an observation from the way you kept acting towards that girl yesterday and the night 
before." | told him. 


"But why are you even talking about it?" he asked. It was a valid question, | realized, and there was no way to 
make the answer not sound condescending. What was | supposed to say? | can help you fuck more'? He never 
asked me for advice in having sex, although | also wanted to consider that even if he wanted it, he probably 


didn't want to be seen asking anything like that. 

"I think girls don't approach you because you scare them away" | said. 
"Oh?" he didn't seem sarcastic with his surprised expression. 

"Yeah." | just said, not being able to think of something better. 


His reply was to cross his arms and look down, but after some seconds he looked back at me with a weird, 
maybe forced, smile. | made it a point to not change my own expression He was starting to figure out, | hoped, 
that he didn't scare me. But also, he seemed to get the impression that | pitied him instead. He was wrong, of 


course. 


"Yeah, | guess | do scare girls." he said loud and clear, and then started whispering while looking into my eyes 
"But, you know, you guys are such sluts. | don't need to fuck a different girl every night, I'm more interested 


in a long-term thing." 


Picturing myself saying ‘oh, for fuck's sake’ to him was so easy it was painful to replace it with something 
improvised. "Right. l'm sure convinced you don't actually want to ever fuck. What do you even do when the 


others are getting busy?" 
He shrugged his shoulders "Write lyrics." 


We were interviewed in the morning, a couple of days after that last show. It was a girl with curly, dark 
blonde hair who sat between Paul and |. The whole thing was basically us trying to convince her that we were 
the most brutal band out there and weren't about to change anytime soon. At this point we were already on 
our last shows before we took a break and started working on the new album, so she did ask us about that 
album and what we had planned for it. There wasn't much to be said about that yet, but she seemed pretty 
content with whatever answer we gave her. She spoke softly like she was afraid to misuse words. | wasn't able 


to tell whether she was nervous or it was her usual way of speaking. 


| thought of myself as being really professional during interviews, so | didn't flirt much. However, after the 


fact | approached her again. Throughout the interview | had been looking at the camera or at Paul, so | didn't 
take my time to notice her features, but when talking to her | had to take a moment to remind myself not to 
be nervous just because she was so attractive. She had brown eyes, big lips that stood out even more with 
her dark lipstick, and freckles across her tan face. | quickly reminded myself of her name, that she'd said 
before the interview started. 


"Julie" | called, and she just stared although it didn't seem hostile "So uh, what did you think of The Bleeding?" 
She smiled to me and got a step closer "I think it's your best one yet." 

"| feel that way too, you know." | said to her. 

| was going to break the silence we made after | said that, but she said something first: 

"So, what happened to Chris? He doesn't like interviews?" she asked. 

"He does like them, but Paul was a bit more in the mood for one, | guess. Why?" | replied. | also felt like adding 
that maybe Chris would have felt it awkward after our conversation a few days before. But of course she 
wouldn't know about that. 

"Mm, | just- | don't know, he seems interesting." she said "To talk to." 

Maybe trying to imitate Chris' gestures, | half-smiled to her. It was strange to imagine myself doing that and 
even approaching her from an outside perspective, and from hers in particular. | had a lot of hair at the time, 
and it was big. | would often use it to conceal most of my face. Having that in mind, | imagined myself looking 
like that through her eyes. A long-haired guy in a successful death metal band. And | felt | had the image to 
pull off whatever | wanted. 

"You know, | can give you something to talk about too." 

After | said this to her, | got closer and touched her on that same spot on the lower back that | had used on 
that other girl some nights before. Julie was wearing a shorter top and a skirt that together bared her 
midriff. She got even closer, until we were hugging, except she wasn't yet wrapping her arms around my neck. 
| started to think that seduction was really just being bold enough to make someone more comfortable with 
you, without being strange which would give the opposite effect. 

"You want a kiss?" | whispered as | got my face closer to hers, looking at her eyes and then at her lips. 

| saw her lips move to make what seemed like a ‘yes’, and | took her chin to slowly get my lips on hers. This 
made her open her mouth slightly, and | responded by taking one of her lips with mine and kissing it, then 


stroking her cheeks with the tips of my fingers. 


But | remembered Chris, and suddenly felt myself tainted by a need to also have him experience her. Especially 


because she clearly seemed intrigued by him, and | thought she would show him some love if he let himself 


have it. 


"Hey" | whispered, and then talked normally after | broke the kiss and got further "Chris is around here. Do 


you want to see him?" 
"Yes." she whispered to me, brushing through her hair. 


"Come" | said and started walking towards the bus where | thought he'd be just laying down, smoking. That is 


what he was doing. He exhaled looking at both of us, as we went in. 


"What's up" his tone was rather warm, although still stoic. Maybe he would've been more hostile had he not 
been so high. 


"This is Julie." | said to him, getting another view of her before he got to take over "She's a fan of yours." 
"Oh" he said, and smiled in his typical way, looking at her. 


By turning to look at her for a moment, it was easy to notice her being intimidated. She took her left elbow 
with her right hand, and looked down 


"She's kinda shy." | said to him, but looking at her. This made her give me a quick glance with a slight smile, 
maybe to thank me. 


"Yeah, | see." he said, again, in a low voice almost like a whisper. "Come here, Julie." 


With this | let myself out of the tour bus, and went to see if Paul was in the mood for even more talking. 


Touched 


By the time | had already gotten comfortable in the bus with no one else inside, someone opened its door. Alex 


came in with a young woman, with long curly hair and a small waist with big hips. 
"What's up?" | asked Alex, still looking at her. She kept her hands behind her back, all shy. 
"This is Julie." he said "She's a fan of yours." 


It wasn't that easy to see her facial features, since she was looking down but what that did tell me was that 


she probably liked me and didn't know what to say. 

"Oh." 

"She's kinda shy" Alex said, still eyeing her. She looked at him but | went closer to try and start something. 
"Yeah, | see." | said to her "Come here, Julie.” 

Alex left, making me wonder what he even did to pass the time if not hooking up with someone. Once he wasn't 
there, | walked back towards the bunk beds, and turned around for a second to make her follow me. Her face 
had gotten red. More like deep pink. | wanted to kiss her right then and there to feel the warmth of her skin 
with my lips. | love when women blush, especially when | make them do it. After she sat on my bed, | sat on 
Paul's, opposite to it. Being in front of each other, | figured | would have to wait to get beside her, or | would 


‘scare her away’. 


"So.. what do you like doing?" | asked her, and got my hand on her knee, which was crossed over her other leg, 


while trying to make it seem natural and casual. Either she didn't notice or she was fine with it. 
"| like gardening, growing flowers." she said to me. 


"Yeah, flowers are beautiful. | like beautiful things." | said. | wasn't thinking about my words much, not caring if 


| was too straightforward. Her knees uncrossed slowly. "Which are your favorite flowers?" 
Not only was she uncrossing her knees, but getting them further apart from each other. My hand was on her 
knee again, and | tried to figure out when was the perfect time to get it further up "Um, | like poppies, 


carnations, begorias.." 


"You know what flowers remind me of?" | asked her, trying to still seem casual touching her knee, and up her 


leg until my fingers were stroking her thigh. 


Reacting to that, she opened her legs more for me. 


"Um" she said while doing so, starting to smile. 
“Something that's also delicate and | like the smell of" | said to her, getting my face even closer to hers. 


| heard a meek "oh" whispered between her lips, and | took her leg to get my fingers further towards the 


warm, still cloth-covered skin between them 

"Oh, Chris" she went, and it only told me to keep going and actually touch right there through her jeans. 
"You're really sexy" | said to her. 

She didn't reply, just stared at me with a slight smile, | guess not knowing what to say. 


"Why don't you take off your shirt?" | asked She was wearing a Slayer shirt, which was actually tight on her. 
The request made her blush a deep pink all over her face, but she did take the hem and pulled on it. Her bra 


was white, contrasting with her bronze skin. 


"Now lets get you out of these." | said, while undoing the button on her jeans. She helped me with that, which 
told me once again that she wanted me. 

Once her jeans were down to her ankles, she started unclasping her bra on the back. After | finished taking her 
jeans off and let the floor have them, | took off her bra also with no hesitation. Only her panties were on. Her 
tits were rather small. At this point she was already lying on the small couch where | sat. | had moved away 
from the bunk beds to have more space. | just went further and lifted her back with a hand to take her 
shoulder with the other, having my face at the level of her tits so | could kiss and suck on them. Her 
response was to take some of my hair and pull softly on it while making a low moan with her mouth closed. 


My tongue went all over her hard, brown nipples. My mouth liked the shape and taste of her tits. 


When | touched someone else's skin under their clothes, | often got to feel a faint similar pleasure on that 
body part of mine. I'm not sure if its a symptom of high empathy or a biological quirk, but in general | found 
it nice. | felt some mirrored strokes on my chest, and wanted her to touch it or at least lie on it. Since she 
was already lying on the bed, | decided to get up and take my own clothes off. She looked at me and as she did, 
| got closer and placed my palm on my chest. When | was close enough, | took her hand and made it stroke my 


chest. Then | got even closer to get on top of her. 


In order to get my crotch close to hers, my chest ended up at the level of her face, and she started kissing 
it. What a nice woman It was the first time | had gotten that sensation of something warm and wet on my 
chest, and | wanted to feel those same things from her pussy. She seemed to like me dominating somewhat so 
| just took the sides of her panties without saying anything and pulled them down quickly and we both stared 
at her pretty cunt. She also looked at me in the eyes for a split second, maybe trying to decipher whether | 
liked it. | thought going down on her would answer the question, although | didn't know how she'd take it. As | 
suspected, her response to me getting my mouth closer between her legs was to put her hand over it. | 
wasn't sure if it was to prolong the foreplay or because she didn't want me too close to it, but she had been 


shy the whole time so the latter made sense. To try and remove doubt, | took her hand and tried to put it to 


the side, looking at her eyes. 


After keeping it firmly in place, she took a deep breath and got her index apart from her middle finger to let 
me see it finally. | wanted to know not only what it looked like but its smell and taste. By licking it all over, | 
made sure to let her know | liked her cunt a lot. | also got harder just from hearing her quiet moans, more like 
soft "oh"s. Although | made sure to lick her clit too, she eventually started stroking it herself. My fingers felt 
how warm it was inside her pussy, but | wanted my cock to get that wet and warm feel too. | already imagined 
that feeling on it from licking her, but nothing could ever get to the level of how it felt to get my dick on her 
pussy lips. My cock felt the hair on them, then the wetness once it got between them. She looked at me then, 
having already lost some shyness since she was still masturbating as | did this. | got it inside her pussy. This 
gave me the vivid sensations of warmth, wetness and the balls touching her hairy pussy lips and getting close 
to her asshole. | loved how much she wanted me and both her attitude and her body responded so well to 
getting fucked, like that was the only thing she ever wanted and was now getting her wish and fantasy fulfilled. 
Although | did feel an inclination to moan at times, | tried to keep it at a heavy breathing so that | could fully 
hear her moans. Not only did she make those cute sounds, but also made facial expressions that showed she 


was now letting her body work for her and she had let go of shyness or shame. 

After a while though, it felt like | had been trying my hardest not to cum for more than enough, and she 
hadn't yet shown any signs of being close to orgasm. Since | knew myself enough to know | couldn't go much 
longer, | just pulled out, stood up, and said: 

"What's wrong?" 

"What?" she replied, also getting up to stand in front of me "with what?" 


"Are you enjoying it?" | asked, deciding at the last moment to ask that instead of ‘are you *even* enjoying it? 


"Of course | am." she whispered. | didn't want her to feel attacked, but | wanted to know what it was that was 


going wrong. 


"Well, you're not having an orgasm." | said, trying to make my voice softer and closer to a whisper to not 


sound annoyed. 
She was silent for a couple of seconds. 
"I've never had an orgasm other than from masturbating.” she said. 


At the time | already knew it wasn't rare for women to have that issue, so it made sense to me to believe 


her instead of thinking she was trying to make me feel better. 
| mean, was it too long? Were you getting bored of fucking?" she asked me then. 


"No" | firmly said "I was actually about to cum. If | hadn't stopped I'm sure | would have done it” 


"Oh" she gave me a half-smile and | could see her cheeks getting more red. | wasn't sure whether it was 
because of what she was going to propose or because of the fact that she was looking at my still half-erect 
dick as she said it "Well, | think | can make you cum real quick" 


| want to do it to you, though." | said. 


"Just let me suck your dick" she said. | found it hard to insist after that. | think that small conversation had 


made her more at ease, maybe hornier even 


There was not a lot of space for both to lie on that small couch, so | kept standing and she kneeled in front of 
me. First she just took it with her hand, and stroked it softly. What made me the hardest | could get was her 
spitting on it and then getting the tip inside her mouth. As | looked down at her, | noticed for the first time 
she'd been wearing lipstick, and had left some light pink marks on my dick. | didn't stop myself from moaning 
this time, although | tried to quiet myself in case the other guys could hear us. The last thing | needed was 


getting teased now about moaning being unmanly. 


The way she seemed to enjoy it and get horny from sucking my cock only got me closer to orgasm. It got 
more intense, and | started getting actual words out for moans when she started touching her clit as she 


sucked me. 
"Ah, baby." | could whisper. 


She was creative. Her tongue went down to my balls and licked them, she even sucked one at a time, looking at 
me. By her expression | could tell she was having fun, more like the whole thing to her was playing. When she 
went back to my dick and started getting it inside her mouth, | decided to push her limits by placing my hand 
on the back of her head. She seemed to like it, because it made her go deeper even though | wasn't pushing 
her head. For a moment she gagged. Then she had to get my cock out of her mouth for a second, before she 
started licking it again all over. What took me by surprise was her stroking my balls just before shoving the 
whole dick in her mouth as deep as she could, and looking at me while doing all this. | rubbed her scalp with my 
fingers as | came all in her mouth. | didn't mean for her to take it as me saying she had to take it all in, but | 
still saw no trace of cum when she got it out of her mouth, and then | heard her swallow. | took a moment to 


lie on that couch and rest. After some seconds, while she looked at me, | asked: 
"Does it taste good?" 

This made her smile. 

"It's kinda bitter." 


Her smile made me realize | might have been getting attached to her, and | wasn't too bothered by it. | figured 
there was no way to be too bold at that point. 


"So Julie, why don't you let me have your number and next time | eat your pussy until you-" | started, then 


thought of my wording "are satisfied?" 
She, already sitting on the couch beside me, put her hand on my back and smiled. 


A bit after giving me her number, she had to go. | figured that in any case someone would eventually want to 
go inside the bus for something, especially since it was starting to get dark. | gave her a quick kiss on the lips 
and was left alone. This allowed me to think of something that had been on my mind since Alex started 
mentioning sex so deliberately around me. In a way, | was enjoying those conversations with him. Not sure 
whether it was because it was a new thing for us to have long conversations or because of the topic itself. | 
thought and wrote about sex a lot, in a way. Clearly the way | thought about it imagining myself was almost 
the opposite of how | wrote lyrics about it, and it was intentional. | aimed to write the worst possible things | 
could imagine a person doing, which often turned out to be raping and killing a woman. On the other side, one of 
the things | enjoyed doing the most was to have sex with someone who was getting intense pleasure from it. | 
wanted to know if Alex had a particular way to make women orgasm, so | decided | would bring up the topic to 
him again even though | had come off harsh the last time he spoke of it. To be fair though, | do get tired of 
him constantly talking about how often he gets to fuck, and in that one case he compared himself to me. | did 
think of it as condescending, but | figured he wasn't the best with words. | liked Alex, he was fun and generally 
stayed away from conflict. He was also a talented musician and composer. And something | had to admit he 
was right about: he was much more approachable to women. Maybe to people in general. His face had a way of 


seeming friendly and warm by itself regardless of his expressions. 


To Here Knows When 


Author's Notes: 
Just so you know, there will be 8 chapters to this story, so we're halfway through. Also I'm planning a sequel 
with a different ship, still involving Alex. l'm sure you can tell which one it is by reading this chapter. 


The lights of the tour bus were off, so | thought maybe Chris wasn't there anymore. | was wrong, though. 
When Paul and | went inside, he was on top of his bed, all his clothes still on. 


"Hey" he said in a monotone voice, to assure us that he was awake. Then we turned on the lights. 


"Why were you just sitting in the dark the whole time?" Paul asked. | knew it was more of a rhetorical 


question, so | didn't wait for Chris' reply. 

"Your girl left already?" | asked. 

"She had to go, yeah." he just said. 

At this point we were just planning on sleeping. Paul and | had been drinking for a while now, and we both knew 
we were probably not gonna get any that night. We just wanted to hang out, although we knew Chris was 
moody as a general rule, and maybe wouldn't let us relax. He did start more of a conversation, but it was 


different from what | expected in all ways. 


"So, um" he started, and both Paul and | turned to look at him as we approached his bed to sit on Paul's "Has 
it ever happened that you just. can't make the girl finish?" 


"Oh" | say "Yeah it's happened" 

"Don't sweat it." Paul said after Chris and | paused, looking at each other. 

Maybe he didn't believe | had really ever gone through that. But | wouldn't like to assume he thought so highly 
of me. More like he didn't believe | would admit to not being perfectly talented at fucking. In reality though, it 


wasn't as big of a deal for me as it seemed to be for him. 


If you act stressed about it, she'll feel you're insecure." Paul continued. In a way | was taking note too, 


although the times | needed the advice, | like to think | had followed it by instinct. 


Chris looked at the floor, though, as if he hadn't really thought of it that way. But Paul ended it there. The 


question wasn't really answered, and | wasn't sure if Chris would overcome his pride to keep asking more. 


"Don't worry" | said to him, maybe in a way to get more openness "Julie's so shy. She's probably glad she got 
to meet you in the first place.” 


"Yeah | guess" he said, still with a monotone voice but with an expression that did show some stress. 


Paul left after that. Not before looking at me one last time, and then towards the outside like inviting me to 
leave too. | just smiled to let him know I'd be seeing him later, so | stayed with Chris. 


His green eyes were fixated on me when | turned around. Somehow, he looked more calm now. For it to be 
apparent, he had to be feeling kind of intensely about something. That hadn't even been the first time he'd 
done something to make me think he was uncomfortable or at least a bit uneasy around Paul. A while before, 
most of the arguments were with those two against each other, but Paul told me he'd just started to let 
Chris have his say and then act indifferent to not stir anything. 

| was thinking exactly of his short fuse when | spoke again 

"So what happened with Julie?" | asked. 


"Nothing too bad! he said, and sighed "It just seemed like she was bored at times, maybe." 


"Mm, yeah" | said "They get bored sometimes, but it doesn't mean anything. Just switch it up, do something 
different if you notice it." 


| don't think they like ‘different stuff out of nowhere, though.” 


Suddenly he was an expert on what women liked. But | didn't want to say something sarcastic like that, since | 
knew he wouldn't take it well for me to point out for the millionth time that | got laid more often 


"Yeah, but | don't mean put it up her ass outta nowhere." | said "In fact, you could try other things to get her 
more turned on. You can kiss her more in different parts of her body. They really like to get their necks 
kissed." 

"Hm" 

"You can do that in between fucking, or you can just make foreplay last longer. | think thats my main advice." 


"You do that yourself?" his eyes were focused on mine again, like he wanted to force me to tell the truth. 


"Well, yeah" | noticed myself crossing my arms "They've always liked that. A lot of it is just trusting yourself 


in what you're doing.” 


“Interesting.” 


Once we were all in the tour bus and tired enough to just let each other sleep, | started thinking about Chris 
and his conversation, at times picturing what itd be like for him to have sex. | didn't have much time to be 
doing that, since the next day we'd have another show. But it was difficult to take my mind off it, the idea of 
Chris having sex, especially all that foreplay | had spoken to him about. Tender is the last word | would 
associate with him. He was known to be prone to random outbursts of anger, but maybe that was more of an 
issue with other men than with women. Still, | didn't imagine him being gentle with anyone, so | wasn't very 
surprised to learn that foreplay wasn't his forte. For whatever reasons, | started imagining him fucking Julie 
mindlessly. | didn't quite picture her fake-moaning, but maybe exaggerating at times. This all was something | 
would have never admitted to doing, imagining male friends (and especially Chris) fucking, even though we'd 
talked about it and generally they seemed to consider me the most open-minded of the group anyway, at least 
in the sense of not being a complete homophobe. But | never wanted it to go down a weird path, and | knew 
nobody in the band would have been very comfortable with me implying | fantasized about them. Although, to 


be fair, it was Julie that ultimately | was most attracted to, but she was more into him. 


As we played live the next night, there were a couple of times | did make some harshly noticeable mistakes, 
which as usual | just ignored and kept going. Both times Chris turned to look at me like it was his band. | raised 
my brows for a moment to tell him with brevity that he could fuck off. There was something rather 
humorous about it, but if | started smiling onstage | would probably not be able to concentrate. While playing, | 
was usually trying to channel some type of anger | often felt but would try not to show in reality. It wasn't so 
much like having an alter ego, but more like being honest about the fact that | wasn't as calm and level- 


headed as people would make me out to be. It was mostly people who didn't know me that well. 

After that show, | didn't want to drink or do anything at all other than resting. | was always in the mood to 
meet some fans who got close to us, but that was pretty much it that night. At least, that was my plan. Paul, 
Chris and | walked towards the bus, pretty slowly, making some conversation in the meantime, as if we didn't 
spend enough time with each other. It was one of our last days on tour, so we weren't all having as much 
energy or fun as we initially did | felt Chris‘ arm get up my back and his hand tapped my shoulder twice. It 
was a friendly gesture, a bit strange, but he was clearly high at this point. Paul turned to look at this, and just 
looked away after that. | looked at Chris then, thinking he'd tell me something to go with the gesture. 

"Huh" | said when he didn't tell me anything. 

"What?" he replied "I just think you were great tonight." 

"Right, it sure seemed that way." 

"What is this, you two are having relationship problems?" Paul asked me, smiling. 

| don't know what his problem is" Chris said. 


"| don't have any." | looked at Chris right in the eyes while saying that. 


He just stared. 


"So | fucked up a couple times, and?" | said to him. 
"Nobody cares, man" he replied "You're a great bassist." 


With that, | was starting to recognize that maybe he hadn't been hostile at all and | had just misinterpreted 


him. Maybe | should have known him better by then already, but he was still unpredictable by nature. He didn't 


have much of an issue showing anger though, so if he said it was all good | did believe him. 


Later the three of us were inside the bus, and | was clearly the only one who was sleepy and not just tired, 


judging by the fact that | tried to sleep while they kept talking outside. | couldn't make it out too well, but it 


seemed friendly and at some point neither were heard. Then Paul walked inside the bus and towards my bed. He 


reached and poked my arm with a finger. 

"What?" | asked 

"Is there something between you and Chris 

With this | rose and wasn't trying to pretend to sleep anymore. 

"What exactly do you mean by ‘something'?" | asked 

"Anything, | mean | don't know about you but he's been weird about it" 

"Like what?" 

"Like the fact that he kept staring at you the whole show and often just got close to you and none else.” 


"Hm, well that's kinda weird, yeah.’ | said "Is he trying to intimidate me?" 


Paul laughed. "Maybe, and it's just badly done. But | think he might be just trying to be more affectionate." 
"Affectionate" | said "Chris." 

It was just strange to join those two ideas. 

"Maybe that's what he thinks friends do. | don't know." 

"I'd think you know him better than | do." 


"He's always been hard to get along with." he told me "In fact, I'd say its you who he seems to have fewer 


issues with." 


But friendship wasn't an alien concept to Chris. Not really. He had friends and he'd been in relationships here 
and there. | couldn't help but think there was something beyond a bandmate thing between us. Although | was 
at first confused by his gestures, later it seemed fine, even good to me. Maybe Chris wasn't that hard to get 
along with if you knew him well. | was even excited to know his next moves, in a way it was fun just because it 


was unexpected. And | wanted to turn the tables on him and make myself the spontaneous one for a few days. 


